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fortunately, the British constable in charge of it
acted like a hero. He bent down, seized the smoking
missile, and hurled it back into the street, where it had
burst, fortunately without killing anyone, but many
had miraculous escapes.
That was about the only violently unpleasant
experience we had in Jerusalem, though most nights
we heard scattered shots, and, at least twice, the sus-
tained rattle of a machine-gun. But the air of sullen
and bitter hatred which hung over the whole city,
mingled with deathly fear and envenomed resentment,
was enough to make the hardiest shiver. Dark, lower-
ing glances from Arabs sitting on their little stools
in front of cafe's, looks that said clearly enough, " If it
wasn't for those soldiers at the end of the street, you
would never be seen again." I was anxious to be gone,
and yet, fascinated, I stayed my full time.
There were other unpleasantnesses, such as being
stopped at barriers by armed police and searched for
concealed arms, but we endured them cheerfully, and
took precautions.